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and the tufts of sheep-wool clinging to the wire of the
paddock. The fact that the stimulus of touch seldom
acts directly upon the memory, but illumines other
lamps in other areas, causes the remembered incident
or atmosphere to emerge with almost stereoscopic
clarity, enhanced as it is by the attendant associations
of sight, and scent, and sound.

In such a manner would I be affected when, after
a year of absence, my fingers closed upon the handle
of the entrance door to Clandeboye. It was a large
round handle and in my childhood days I could turn
it only by clasping it in both hands. In later years
(for it was carefully oiled) I could place my palm
upon the ormolu rosette which flowered in its centre
and grasp with flexed fingers the encircling wood.
The latch would slide noiselessly but before pushing
the great door open I would pause in anticipation of
the impressions which I knew would follow.

First would come the scrape of wood on stone,
since the door was continued downwards by a hinged
flap or flange which protected the hall from the
draughts of Northern Ireland and which would rise
as the door was opened, scraping upwards along the
step. Then would come a puff of inside air, the smell
of the outer hall (a smell of stone and plaster), the
fainter smell of the inner hall (a smell of varnished
deal and velvet cushions) and thereafter a mingled
foretaste of all the other smells of that large house,
from the smell of grapes and marsala in the dining-
room, to the smell of French polish in the saloon,
the smell of calf bindings in the library, the smell of
dried rose leaves and picture varnish in the great
gallery, the smell of sandalwood which spread out-